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ihead of us, as they  zigzagged round the bends
:>f the mountain.
When we reached the town we found it already
full of people, and the church so crowded that we
each had to make our own way as we could, and so
we got separated. Mass began, and I was becoming
more and more squashed, by an ever-increasing flow
of humanity; but I was so anxious as to what
fate had befallen my son and my friend, that I
forgot that I was being slowly but surely suffocated.
At last, in a desperate effort to breathe, I jerked
my head upwards, raised my eyes and saw, to rny
extreme surprise, both my travelling companions
comfortably seated on chairs in the org^n loft, where,
through sheer perseverance they had pushed their
way !
Gianandrea and I spent the Easter holidays, 1933,
in Rome. It was his first visit there. His school,
and various illnesses, and my stage work had made
it impossible for us to go there together before. It
was a new and thrilling pleasure for me to take
him around not only to see all my friends, but all
the places full of my childhood and girlhood memories.
As one of the postal motor vans tore past us, in
Via del Babuino, I told him of how, when the horse
vans were done away with and the first bright
yellow motor vans appeared, and speeded like
lightning through the narrow streets of Rome, they
had been called, II pericolo giallo (the yellow peril).
They were nicknamed thus, because it was the time
when all Europe's politicians were getting alarmed
at the preponderance of China and Japan's impor-
tance, and all the newspapers were full of the
menacing dangers of Eastern yellow periL *